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THE IOWA HOMEMAKER 
Mrs. Friley Prefers 
Informal Entertainment 
EIGHT o'clock on a white morning-! tramped up the hill leading to 
the lovely brick home of the Fri-
leys'. Just as I went in and was tug-
ging at my galoshes, dripping snow 
liberally over the mat, Mrs. Friley bade 
Dr. Friley, now the new president of 
Iowa State College, and the rest of her 
family, goodbye. As the bustle sub-
sided she ushered me into the living 
room. 
It is a charming place, that living 
room, with its many windows and its 
morning sunlight. We sat on the brown 
davenport in front of a white stone 
fireplace over which hung a bright 
painting that formed a spot of vibrant 
color. Mrs. Friley pushed th e pillows 
around and straightened something 
here and there, for after all, it was 
rather early in the morning. 
On the table just behind us a vase 
of delicate white roses had dropped 
a petal or two onto the dark surface. 
The polished mahogany of the grand 
piano had seemed to intimate that 
somewhere in the room there would be 
roses. On the other side of the room 
a green and tender vine was climbing 
from a rounded glass bowl. 
A beautiful, well-proportioned room, 
it had more than mere beauty-it had 
an air of being lived in. Here were 
books and music for companionship. 
The room was alive; it had ideas. One 
felt that its charm would welcome the 
casual caller as well as the formal 
dinner guest. 
"I want my home to be a place where 
I can have my friends," Mrs. Friley 
remarked. "I get a great deal of en-
joyment out of having them come to 
see me." 
Before we knew it we were chatting 
about entertaining-formal and infor-
mal, dinners and picnics. "The type 
of affair should depend on the guests," 
was Mrs. Friley's opinion. "For one 
group a picnic would be the thing; for 
another group quite the opposite would 
be true. I prefer to entertain inform-
ally-it lets people be themselves. 
Spontaneity and vivacity are the things 
which make a party go." 
She sat there against a brown back-
ground, dressed in green, facing the 
white stone fireplace and the bright 
painting. The spontaneity and vivacity 
which she talked about were exempli-
fied in her every move. 
The table is best arranged as if it 
were a picture, she suggested-an in-
teresting, colorful picture, without too 
many different things in it. One nice 
effect may be obtained by using quiet 
dishes and contrasting food. 
"And your favorite dishes?" I inter-
jected as a last question. 
"I hardly know," she hesitated, then 
confessed, "but I do love to serve meats 
and desserts made from southern re-
cipes." 
I looked at my watch and regretfully 
rose to go. But we talked on as she 
got my coat. Only when I was down 
the hill did I realize that our visit had 
been just as Mrs. Friley thought a 
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party should be--spontaneous, natural, 
and gay as only a truly charming host-
ess can make it. 
"Just because," Mrs. Friley started 
out, then interrupted herself by saying 
that she shouldn't get started on the 
subject because it was a hobby of hers. 
"Just because," she resumed, "a group 
of people are charming individually is 
no reason why they will fit in well with 
each other. Congeniality is the thing. 
It is more important than the menu. 
I might have white-coated waiters and 
hot house flowers three feet deep but 
they wouldn't make my party a suc-
cess unless the guests enjoyed each 
other's company." 
She smilingly brought out another of 
her pet views as a hostess. "Some 
people draw out other people. And if 
the guests contribute, the party's a suc-
cess! One can become very sensitive 
as to whether a party is going over or 
not." 
I believe I like teas about the best," 
she finally admitted, "the kind where 
you wander all over the house with 
your plate in your hand, and talk and 
talk to people and just can't tear 
yourself away." 
Before I knew it we were talking 
about southern hospitality, about how 
different the Old South did things, about 
the treasured silver plate which was 
kept through all reverses of fortune. 
Just as naturally we swung back to 
talking about color and texture in food. 
"Each plate must have character as 
well as taste," she stated. I suspected 
this was another of her hobbies. "The 
meal must be planned carefully as to 
color, texture, flavor, shape, and suit-
ability." For instance, on a tea plate 
there should be several shapes instead 
of one--perhaps an oblong, a triangle 
and a moon. They should not all be 
sweet." For every sweet Mrs. Friley 
believes there should be a counteract-
ant such as cheese or olives. 
Mrs. Friley also believes in getting 
people together who have mutual in-
terests-not just people who might have 
gone to the same college but who are 
otherwise utterly inharmonious and un-
communicative with one another. 
